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sun had burned the skin off my nose, which was like a
piece of raw meat. I was lousy; the semi-sedentary lice
were bearable, but the nomadic ones, crawling over my
stomach, kept me awake. My haunches and shoulders
ached like a wound. And I felt sick.

" Very sick indeed/' I said to myself in conclusion,
and chuckled because it was all so utterly horrid. Then
I turned over once again to try to find sleep, while the
dogs barked, the camels groaned and a flow of con-
versation poured from the tent.

This morning I got up at 5.45. The sky was a dull,
dark blue. It was bitterly cold. I sat on my bed in the
open, and shaved, surrounded by Smaer and his friends
who watched the performance with such awe and
admiration that I laughed and cut myself. Sudan
called out from the tent that tea was ready. The men
were already sitting round the fire. I said, "Good
morning/' and they enquired after my health, and I
said, " II hamdullilah mabsut," and were they well?
And they replied that, thanks be to Allah they too were
well, and would I care to have some tea. And I said,
''Please, thank you/'

At that moment, a strangled coughing noise came
from the sack. The top slowly opened, and something
began to squirm slowly out of it. In the half light I
could not see what it was. Then I perceived a claw-
like hand and a grey robe. It was human. I wondered
whether I should turn away, but I could not. I was
fascinated with horror. My host threw some tinder on
to the ashes which sprang up into a flame and illumin-
ated a face contorted by age and covered with mucus.
The creature crawled to the opening of the tent where